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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first attempt at slash fiction so please forgive me if its a bit rubbish 


Links to costume pictures: 


Dave's costume 


Chris's costume 


Nate's costume 


Pat's costume 
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Dave loved Halloween, he loved the dressing up and he particularly loved the annual 606 Halloween party. This 
year he had the studio transformed into a spooky otherworld labyrinth, the set dressers had been there all 
week and the place was finally ready. Dave pulled into the parking lot, walked over to the building entrance and 
unlocked the door. He stepped through into a long dark tunnel, cobwebs and vines hung across the entrance and 
he had to push them out of the way. Fairy lights winked overhead, the only light in the long tunnel leading to 
the main studio area The main studio area was decorated like the elvish village from Lord of the Rings, tall 
tree trunks, moss covered boulders and fake flaming torches. It was fucking perfect, it was just what he had 
imagined when he briefed the team of set dressers whose normal job it was to make the sets for Hollywood 


films. 


He made his way to the bathroom to check his costume and make-up was still in place. This year in honor of 
his Game of Thrones style chair that he had been forced to use after his broken leg he had chosen a Game 
of Thrones costume. He was dressed as Kahl Drogo, the Dothrakian chief. He didn't like wearing make-up but 

for this costume he had to, and even though he said so himself he looked fucking fantastic. 


He walked through to the kitchen where the caterers had laid on the food and drink, there was enough food to 
feed an army and enough booze to float a navy. Should last them through the night, he thought. He moved 
through to the mixing room and pressed play on the system, he had set it up to play music from a playlist he 
had put together and the music poured out from the speakers that were set up all around the studio. He 
checked the time, it was 145, the party started at 8pm so he might as well grab a drink and get himself in 
the mood. 


The whole tour crew had been invited, the Sonic Highways tour was nearly over and they all needed to let 
their hair down so this was a boys only affair. The guests started to arrive, they had all made the effort to 
get dressed up; there was an Elvis, a Obi Wan Kenobe, a Spiderman and many others. One particularly 
enterprising road crew member had created a ‘Dave' costume; long brown wig, fake beard, black Brennivin t- 
shirt, black jeans with the right pant leg cut off, fake cast and a pair of crutches. Dave found this hilarious 
and thought it might win the ‘best costume’ prize awarded at the end of the night. 


Dave made his way around the room talking to his friends, laughing, drinking and checking out the various 
costumes. He felt a tap on his shoulder, he turned and came face to face with Edward Scissorhands. It took 


Dave a moment to work out who it was. 


"Chris, man you look fucking great.” 


Chris was wearing the full black leather costume. His face was pale with makeup and crisscrossed with scars, 


his eyes ringed with a red/brown color and he wore a messy black wig. 


Chris grimaced. "Its a great costume but fuck me all this leather is giving me sweaty balls, and | have to be 
really careful when | take a piss." He held up his scissor clad hands. 


Dave laughed. "Man, you don't want to Bobbitt yourself. You know what anyone else is coming as?" 


Chris shook his head. "Nate wouldn't tell me and T just winked at me when | asked him." Chris gave Dave an 
appraising look. "That outfit is awesome, | think T is going to appreciate it." 


"Why would T like it?" Dave wasn't sure what Chris was getting at. 
Chris laughed. "T has a thing about Game of Thrones especially the Dothrakians' 
"Does he? | didn't even know he watched Game of Thrones." 


Chris smirked at the singer. "Really, you didn't know? He only went on about it for weeks and weeks. He binge 
watched it on the tour bus months ago, you must have known" He laughed at Dave's scowling face. "| need to 


get a drink. These hands are useful, they can double as corkscrews." He was still chuckling as he headed off to 


the bar. 


Dave scanned the room looking for Taylor, it was hard to tell who was who but he couldn't see anyone that 
resembled his blond haired drummer. He caught sight of someone dressed as Jack Sparrow, he looked closer 
and realized that it was Rami the keyboard player. Rami was playing his character like a pro, he had the 
swagger and the mannerisms down to a tee and he looked so amazingly like the Johnny Depp character that 
Dave half wondered if it actually was the actor. 


Rami saw Dave looking over "Good evening, Captain Jack Sparrow at your disservice." He flourished a bow, 


exactly as the real Jack Sparrow would have done. 
Shit, Rami even sounded like Jack Sparrow, Dave was seriously impressed. 


"I thought that really was Johnny Depp" a voice said in Dave's ear. "He looks just like him." Dave recognized the 
voice as belonging to Nate. He turned to his bassist who was dressed as Indiana Jones complete with leather 


jacket, hat and whip. Nate grinned and flicked the whip in front of Dave. 
Dave chuckled. "You look way too comfortable with that whip." 


"You don't know how many times | have nearly taken my own eye out with this thing." Nate coiled up the whip 
and hung it back on his belt. "You look great D, I'm sure T will love it” 


Dave grimaced. "| had no idea T was into the show." 


Nate gave Dave a smug look. "I'm sure you didn't. Have you seen Chris? He wouldn't tell me anything about his 


costume." 


It was Dave's turn to grin. "He was in the kitchen, | think it's fair to say that he has some kind of leather 
fetish." 


"That sounds interesting, I'll go find him. You want a drink D?" 

Dave checked the can of beer in his hand, it was almost empty. "Yeah, thanks." 

Nate took off in the direction of the kitchen and Dave could swear that he saw him skipping like a kid 

The sound of raucous laughter made Dave forget Nate and his skipping, he turned round to see what had 
caused the commotion. Out of the crowd came a tall well-built man who was dressed as Dorothy from The 
Wizard of Oz; gingham dress, white ankle socks, ruby slippers, long brown hair in pigtails and blue hair bows. It 
was Pat. He looked ridiculous, he was even carrying a wicker basket holding a toy dog, and Dave couldn't control 


his giggles. 


Pat pulled Dave in to a big bear hug. "Guess l'm not in Kansas anymore" he quipped. He released Dave from the 
hug. "Man the place looks fantastic and so do you, great costume." 


"Don't you dare say anything about T and this outfit” Dave huffed at the guitarist. 
Pat laughed. "Ok, ok. Where is that skinny ass anyway?" 


Dave shrugged. "I've not seen him. He said he was coming." 


Dave nodded, Pat was right, Taylor loved parties so where the fuck was he? Dave scanned the room again, no 
sign of his drummer, no sign of Nate either so it looked like Dave was going to have to get his own fucking 


drink. 


Chapter 2 


Nate pushed through the throng of people hanging around the kitchen his eyes searching for the blond 
guitarist, he couldn't see him anywhere. He made his way to the bar to grab a couple of beers from himself 
and Dave when a hand snaked round his waist from behind him. He looked down at the hand, it was wearing a 
black leather glove with black leather straps and on each finger was attached a blade. 

A voice whispered in his ear. "Hi there Indy, you want To go on an adventure?" 

Nate felt red hot heat rise up his neck and face. He grabbed the arm, carefully avoiding the blades, and pulled 


the body connected to the arm round in front of him. Chris grinned at the bassist and Nate's eyes went wide 
as he took in the full effect of Chris's outfit: 


Chris laughed. "With a lot of wriggling. Do you like it?" Chris twirled round giving Nate a full 360 view. 
Nate swallowed hard, the outfit was completely made of black leather with various black leather straps and 


buckles and it was fitted Chris's body like a glove. 


lamely. 


Chris chuckled. "Thanks Nate, | thought | looked fucking hot. Have you seen Dave? T is going to flip out when he 


sees him." 


Nate laughed. "That is something | want to be around for. | can't believe Dave didn't know that Tay has a Game 


of Thrones obsession" 


Chris's grinned "So he says, he must have known. He chose that outfit totally for Tay's benefit. I've always 
though that there was something going on there." 


Nate sniggered. "| caught them laying on a couch cuddled up, arms round each other, back when we were 


making Nothing Left to Lose, they said they were just tired and sleeping." 
Chris poked Nate with one of his scissor fingers. "And you never told me?" 
"Ow, those things hurt" Nate slapped the finger away. "You weren't in the band then" 


"Lame excuse." Chris slapped Nate on the ass with one bladed hand. "They are only plastic, but they are still a 
fucking pain. You try holding a beer wearing these things." 


‘Shit: Nate said. "I was bringing a beer out for Dave until you accosted me with your scissor hands. He is 


probably grumpy now." 


"Not for long...T just text me, said he was on the way.” Chris's face broke in to a wide smile. "Let's go see 


what T thinks of Dave's ‘| had no idea T liked Game of Thrones’ outfit.” 


Nate and Chris worked their way back through the main studio, they found Dave chatting to a couple of the 
road crew who were dressed as Axl Rose and Slash which wasn't far away from their normal clothes they had 


just added wigs. 
"Hey Dave, here's your beer." Nate handed a can to Dave. 

"| thought you had got lost,” Dave grouched 

"He can't get lost" Chris laughed "he's Indiana fucking Jones!" 

"Ha fucking ha" Dave popped open his beer and took a long swallow. 


Wolf whistles came from the group gathered around the main door, the group of men turned to see what the 
fuss was about. Dave craned his neck to get a better view, he could see a flash of purple but nothing else. 
Then a woman appeared through the door. She was wearing a belly dancers outfit, a purple and gold 
embroidered bra top with matching hot pants, see-through purple chiffon pants which did nothing to disguise 
her long shapely legs, more chiffon scarves were draped over her shoulders, arms and down her back and 
covering her hair, and a further scarf was worn as a veil across her face. The whole outfit was decorated 
with tiny silver bells including bracelets around her wrists and ankles and a thin silver belt which was hung 


around her slender hips. As she moved the bells tinkled making a soft musical sound. 
"Whoa, who is the hot chick?" asked Axl "I thought this was a boys only party?" 


"It is," answered Dave "I guess someone didn't get the memo." He stared at the woman as she moved through 
the crowd of men by the door. She had full breasts and a toned stomach, her movements were soft and 


graceful, she moved like a dancer. 


"Want me to go and talk to her?" asked Slash "I don't mind taking her back home if she needs a ride." He leered 


at the woman. 


The woman glanced around, when she noticed Dave she stopped and stared at him. She then started to make 


her way over to the singer, her hips swaying seductively making the little bells chime as she moved. 
"Looks like she wants to talk to you Dave." Chris said. "She's hot, who is she?" 


"I have no idea Probably some strip-o-gram the crew set up for me." 


Dave watched the woman as she crossed the room towards him. She was hot, Dave thought to himself, her 
hair was covered by a scarf and a silver chain was draped over her forehead. She moved with small graceful 
steps, she was really fucking hot, really fucking sexy. He felt himself start to grow hard as he watched her 


step towards him, her movements accompanied by the tinkling of bells. 


The woman stopped in front of him, her head was tilted forward eyes downcast, she sank to the floor on to 


her knees and bowed down at his feet. 


Dave could hear Chris and Nate giggling behind him, he was going to kill those two dicks if they didn't shut the 
fuck up. 


Dave could see the bumps of her spine all the way down to the dip at the small of her back where her hot 
pants came up to, he could see she was trembling slightly and she was breathing rapidly. 


Dave found that his mouth had gone dry. 
"Erm, you can get up.” Dave really didn't know what to say. 


She sat up on her knees, her head still bowed and she raised her hands towards him. Dave glanced back at 
Chris and Nate who were holding on to each other giggling like schoolboys. 


"Help the lady up." Nate managed to splutter. 

Dave growled at them and turned back to the woman at his feet. He took her hands in his and drew her to 
her feet. She was tall, nearly as tall as he was, and very slim, Dave could see her hip bones through the 
gauzy material and the sight made him harder. Dave still couldn't see her face so he placed a hand under her 
chin and lifted her head. He stared in to her eyes, eyes that were painted with gold powder and lashings of 
eyeliner and mascara, but despite all the make-up he knew those eyes. He had seen those eyes nearly every 
day for over IT years. 

"Tay?" Dave whispered. 


The woman smiled under her veil. 


"Hi D" The woman said in Taylor's voice "Happy Halloween" 


Chapter 3 


Author's Notes: 
Links to costume pictures: 


Taylor's costume 


Dave was speechless. This fucking hot woman wasn't a woman, it was Taylor who was dressed as a fucking hot 


woman, And even though Dave now knew it was Taylor he still was turned on. 
Chris was the first to regain his wits. "Fuck me Tay.’ 


Taylor fluttered his eyes at the guitarist. "Is that an offer Scissors?" He wiggled his hips making the bells 


chime. "I do like a man in leather." 
Chris sniggered and blew Taylor a kiss. "Maybe later." 
Taylor shimmied closer to Dave. "What's up D - aren't you pleased to see me?" 


Someone shouted out "Parts of him are!" causing Chris and Nate to practically explode with laughter. Dave 


flipped them the finger. 
"T, what the fuck?" Dave was still staring at the drummer. "You look fucking... 
"Hot?" suggested Chris. 


Dave glared at Chris before turning back to Taylor. "Yes, hot, fucking hot. Man you had me fooled, you have 


breasts and everything." 


Taylor laughed. "You're not the only one who has Hollywood contacts." He smiled at Dave. "Aren't you going to 
buy a girl a drink?" 


Dave laughed and offered Taylor his arm. "Come on Jezebel, lets get you a drink" 


Taylor giggled and took Dave's arm, he winked at Chris and Nate and sashayed his way to the kitchen hanging 
on to the singers bicep. 


"Well, well well," Chris said with a big grin on his face "looks like Dave's costume worked, he's caught himself a 


Hawkins. Shit Tay looks as hot as fuck, | think | might have a crush on him." 


Nate stared at Chris "Really? You have the hots for Tay?" 


it to flip off his hat. "What's up with you tonight Mendel? You look as miserable as shit. This is a party, lighten 


up. 


Nate smiled at his friend. "Nothing, I'm fine, | just need more beer." He picked up his hat from the floor. "Do 
that again Shifty and I'll give you a thrashing with my whip." 


Chris wiggled his scissors fingers at Nate. "Promises, promises." He chuckled. "Fuck, I'm turning into Tay, that 
shit must be catching." 


Nate laughed "Don't kid yourself, T has a much better ass than you." 
Chris poked Nate in the ribs with his scissors. "Take that back Indy." 
Nate laughed and slapped his hand away. "| need another beer, you coming Scissors?" 


Chris giggled. "Lead the way Jones, beer sounds good." 


Dave had arranged for some games at the party; he had set up a spooky maze in the basement, wack-a-mole, 
and some pinball machines in the lounge and he also had a bucking bronco set up in the parking lot. 


Dave was sitting on a couch drinking whisky and watching Taylor flirt with several of the crew, he was really 
good at it; light touches to the arm, giggles and shy looks. The crew were loving it and Dave felt slightly 
jealous. 

"He makes a better woman than | do." Pat said sitting next to Dave. 

Dave laughed. "| wouldn't take it to heart Pat, he makes a better woman than a lot of real women" 


Pat rubbed his legs. "I probably should have waxed my legs but that shit looks painful.” 


"At least T shaved his face, it would have been weird otherwise." Dave giggled. "Not that T in a belly dancers 
outfit isn't weird" 


Pat laughed. "Yet somehow it isn't." He looked over at Chris and Nate, Nate was playing the wack-a-mole with 
Chris shouting instructions at him. "Those two seem to be having a good time." 


"Chris looks fucking good in that leather get up, | think Nate has a slight man crush." Dave laughed. 


Pat snorted. "Do you think those two are..." 


Dave chuckled. "No, not those two, | can't see it" 


Taylor waved at Dave and Pat from the other side of the room, he turned his back to them, wiggled his ass 


at them and blew them a kiss over his shoulder. 
Pat laughed. "That boy is hilarious, a nightmare, but hilarious." 


Dave's eyes followed Taylor as he glided across the room and made Nate jump by pinching his ass. "Yes he is, 


he's gorgeous." 
Pat looked at Dave, he didn't thirk Dave was even aware of what he had just said 
Taylor flopped on to the couch next to Dave and put a hand on his knee. "Hey Drogo. 
Dave smiled ‘Hey Jezebel" He put an arm round Taylor's shoulders. 


Pat felt slightly uncomfortable, like he was intruding on something. "I think | need another drink." He got up and 
left the singer and drummer alone. He didn't think they even noticed he had gone. 


Taylor lay his head on Dave's shoulder and ran his hand over the singer's cheek. “Great party but a bit 


crowded. You want to go somewhere a bit quieter?" 
Dave swallowed hard. "Yes. Yes | do." He pulled Taylor up from the couch. 


Taylor held Dave's hand and led him from the room. 


Chapter 4 


"More please." said Chris opening his mouth. 


"Really Chris this is ridiculous." Nate was holding a half eaten sandwich. He pushed the rest of it in Chris's 
mouth. "Why cant you just take those fucking scissors off” 


Chris chewed and swallowed. "It took me ages to get them on, and | don't actually know if | can get them off" 
He beamed at Nate. "Besides this is way more fun 


"For you." Nate grumbled. "What happens when you need to go for a piss? I'm not holding it for you." 


Chris groaned. "Fuck, I've been trying not to think about pissing all night, but now you've said it | really need to 
go." Chris started to wriggle in his seat. 


"No, no fucking way." Nate shook his head. "No." 

"Oh please Natey, please." Chris crossed his legs. "It's seeping out" 

Nate looked horrified and Chris fell about laughing. "I was joking, You should have seen your face." He pulled at 
a velcro strip on the inside of his right glove with his teeth, his right hand came free and reached for a 
sandwich. 


"You dick," Nate said. "You complete dick." 


Chris smiled around a mouthful of sandwich. "At least you know you don't have to hold it when | do want a 


piss." 

Taylor led Dave upstairs. 

"Where are we going T?" Dave was fairly drunk and he stumbled on the stairs. 
"Just up to your office." 

"Why, do you want to do some paperwork or something?" Dave giggled. 


Taylor pulled him up the rest of the stairs. He led him along the corridor, opened the door to Dave's office and 
pushed him inside locking the door behind them. 


The office lights were off but the room was lit by a half a dozen candles scattered around the room. 


"| don't usually have candles in the office." Dave said looking around. "Where did they come from?" 


"| put them there." Taylor said leading Dave to a chair that was placed in front of the desk and facing in to the 


room. "Sit down D" 


Dave sat on the chair. Taylor stood in front of him with a hand on his hip. The candlelight glinted off the 
hundreds of bells on Taylor's costume and highlighted the slim body of the drummer. Dave sucked in a breath. 


"Jesus Tay, you are gorgeous.” 


Taylor smiled. "Took you long enough to notice." He leant forward and ran a finger along Dave's jawbone. "You 


look as hot as hell in that costume. | nearly passed out when | first saw you tonight." 


Dave laughed softly. "I nearly shot my load when | saw you tonight, even after | realized it was you." He 
reached up and took Taylor's hand. "Fuck T, what are we doing?" 


Taylor placed a finger against Dave's lips. "Shhh, just sit back." 


Dave slumped back in the chair and watched as Taylor moved over to the couch at the side of the room. He 
bent over to get something from the floor and Dave couldn't help but stare at Taylor's skinny ass in the tight 
hot pants. Taylor straightened up and Dave heard music, it was the sound of an oboe or something similar, 
with hand drums and finger cymbals, or tambourines. He wasn't quite sure what the music was but he soon 


realized what the music was for. 


Taylor began to sway along to the rhythm, his hips swinging left to right making the bells jingle, and he raised 
his arms twisting them round, making circles with his hands which were holding on to the scarves making 
them float and twist as he moved. He turned slowly, dipping his body towards the floor then straightening as 
came back round to face Dave. He trailed one arm across the other the scarves swiping across his taut 
stomach. He bent one leg at the knee and pointed his foot so that his toes were just touching the floor. He 
bent down over his leg trailing the scarves on the floor and slowly straightened up dragging the scarves up his 
leg, up to his groin His body glowed and shimmered in the candlelight as he continued to swirl the scarves 


around his body. 


the blond moving in front of him. He felt himself growing hard again. 


Taylor shimmied towards Dave, still moving to the rhythm of the music, spinning the scarves in his hands in 
front of Dave. He let a scarf drag across Dave, across his face and chest, it felt like a soft breeze on his 
bare skin. Dave felt his heart beat quicken as Taylor danced behind him dragging the scarves across his back 
and over his shoulders. As he came back in to view Taylor ran a hand across Dave's face and along his 


collarbone, the touch felt like electricity on his skin 


Taylor leaned forward and placed a scarf around the back of Dave's neck, he held the two ends pulling Dave 
forward, Dave scooted forward on the chair. Then Taylor sat on Dave's lap. Dave groaned as Taylor straddled 
him on the chair, he was still swaying to the music and Dave felt his cock twitch as Taylor wriggled on his lap. 
Dave reached out and placed his hands on Taylor slim hips. He pulled Taylor further on to his lap so that their 
chests were pressed together the fake breasts pushing against him, he could feel Taylor's erection against his 


stomach. 


“Tay... you are so fucking hot" He looked in to Taylor's eyes, those amazing, sexy eyes, he reached out and 


tore the veil away from Taylor's face letting it float to the floor. 
"Hey Dave." Taylor smiled at him. 


Taylor's smile made Dave's stomach flipflop, he pulled Taylor's face down and crushed his lips to the 


drummers. 


Chapter 5 


Chris and Nate were outside at the bucking bronco, both men were giddy from alcohol and they were having 
trouble getting on the ride. 


"Give me a lift Nate." Chris was trying to climb on the bronco. He had taken off his scissor gloves but he stil 
struggled to get a grip on the saddle. 


Nate grabbed Chris round the waist and lifted, the leather of Chris's costume creaked as Nate pushed the 
guitarist up onto the bronco. Nate stared at Chris's ass in the tight black leather, it looked so good he had the 


urge to reach out and squeeze it. 

Chris held out his hand to help Nate up behind him. 

"Hold on tight" Chris giggled. 

Nate pressed himself against Chris's back and wrapped his arms around his waist. He had to resist the 
temptation to run his hands over the leather clad guitarists chest. The ride started moving and both men slid 
to the side. 

"Are you holding on?" Nate said in Chris's ear. "Make sure you hold on." 

The ride changed direction throwing Chris back against Nate, Nate's hat flew off on to the floor. 

The ride got faster, changing direction more often. Nate tightened his grip on Chris, he felt them both sliding, 
he tried adjusting his weight to stabilize them but another change of direction sent them both tumbling off 
onto the air cushion. They landed in a heap with Chris on top of Nate. 


"Is that your whip poking in my hip or did riding with me just turn you on?" Chris laughed. 


Nate giggled and pushed the whip harder against Chris. "You wish." They rolled around on the cushion trying to 
find their feet, Chris crawled away and grabbed Nate's hat from where it had landed. 


Nate got unsteadily to his feet and helped Chris to stand. Chris placed the hat back on Nate's head. 
"There that's better Indy. Shall we go on a crusade to find our lost band members?" Chris winked at Nate. 
Nate grinned. "Don't blame me if we find Dave and T doing something that makes your eyes melt in your skull” 


Chris gave that some thought." Let's hope that T is on top, he has a much better looking ass." 


Taylor pushed his tongue in to Dave's mouth, Dave groaned as his tongue connected with his drummers. He 
tangled his fingers in Taylor's hair pulling him in to a deeper kiss, Taylor's hands were kneading his shoulders, 
his fingers digging into the flesh. 


"D" Taylor breathed against Dave's lips. "I want you D" 
Dave moaned as Taylor placed small bites along his shoulder. 


Taylor slithered off Dave's lap to stand in front of Dave, he pushed Dave's legs apart and positioned himself 


between them. 
"Oh god Tay. Dave was breathing heavily. 


Taylor smiled at the singer, he reached round and undid the bra top, it came off taking the scarves and fake 
breasts with it. 


Feels a bit weird wearing those," Taylor giggled. "unless you want me to keep them on?" 


Dave shook his head, he loved the sight of Taylor's bare chest. He pulled Taylor down and Dave raised his head 
to gently suck at Taylor's nipple. Taylor groaned and sucked in a breath, Dave tweaked the nipple with his teeth. 
Taylor groaned louder and dropped to his knees, he pushed himself against Dave, his hard cock digging in to 
Dave's leg. Taylor's hands ran up the inside of Dave's thighs, his fingers grazing Dave's hard dick as they ran 
up his pelvis towards his stomach. Dave moaned his face buried in Taylor's hair. Taylor fiddled with the 
fastening to Dave's costume, he undid the buckle to the body belt and pulled it off, he then found the buttons 
for the pants and undid them slowly one at a time. Dave raised his hips off the chair, Taylor pulled the pants 
off and tossed them over to the couch. Dave's cock bounced against his stomach, his eyes grew wide as 


Taylor took hold of it and slowly lowered his head to take Dave in his mouth. 
"Where the fuck has everyone gone?" Pat scanned the room looking for his bandmates. 
"No idea," Rami said. "Nate and Chris were outside but | haven't seen Dave and Tay for almost an hour." 


Pat drank some more of his beer. "I saw Tay and Dave heading upstairs." He smiled. "| don't think they were off 


to work on the account books." 
Rami choked on his drink. "You really think that they are getting it on up there?" 


Pat chuckled. "Did you see T? Did you see Dave's reaction to T? Did you see T's reaction to Dave's reaction to 


T?" 


Rami sniggered. "| always thought the flirting was just for fun" 

Pat laughed. "I think that's what they pretend to themselves, but there was always something more to it” 
Rami caught sight of Chris and Nate heading to the basement: "There goes the other odd couple” 

Pat grinned at the keyboard player. "Are you thinking what Im thinking?" He stood and adjusted his dress. 
Rami smiled "I most certainly am" He stood and adjusted his hat 


The two men picked up their drinks and followed Nate and Chris down to the basement. 


Chapter 6 


Dave's head was spinning from the alcohol and from the sensation of Taylor's mouth around his cock. He 
groaned as a tongue licked around the head and a hand pumped his length. Taylor cupped Dave's balls in his 
other hand and gently squeezed making Dave buck under him. Taylor's mouth and tongue worked Dave up and 
down his length whilst his hand massaged his balls. Dave moaned again as Taylor's tongue flicked across the tip, 
it felt so good, he had never imagined it would feel this good. Dave felt his balls tighten, he was close to 


coming. 
He squeezed Taylor's shoulder. "You need to stop babe." 


Taylor let Dave's cock slip from his mouth, Dave pulled him close and covered Taylor's neck and shoulders with 


small bites and kisses. Taylor moaned against him. 

Dave pulled Taylor to his feet, he ran a hand across the drummers stomach and slid a finger in the waist 
band of the hot pants. He pulled Taylor to him, Taylor's hard cock was pressed against his face and Taylor 
moaned as he felt Dave's hot breath on his dick. Dave reached round and pulled the zipper at the side of 
Taylor's pants. 

"Take them off" 

Taylor wiggled out of the pants and kicked them away. Dave marveled at the drummers perfect naked body. 
"Babe, you are so fucking beautiful." 

He pulled Taylor back on his lap, the blond straddling the brunette. Their cocks bounced against each other, 
both men moaned, Taylor wrapped his arms around Dave's neck and pulled him into a deep kiss. Dave stood up, 
his arms around Taylor's back, Taylor wrapped his legs around Dave's waist and Dave carried him over to the 
couch. Dave lay back on the couch pulling Taylor on top of him. 

"Fuck D" Taylor said looking into Dave's eyes. "You make me so fucking hard" 

Dave smiled, he placed his hand on Taylor's cock and started stroking him. 

"And I'm going to make you come." 


Nate and Chris were in the basement maze, it had been set up with fake hedges and the only light was from a 
web of fairy lights hanging overhead, they twinkled like stars in the sky. 


"Do you think they are down here?" Nate whispered to Chris. 


"They weren't anywhere in the studio so they must be." Chris crept along the maze a bit unsteady on his feet. 
| haven't heard anyone down here." Nate said. "Not heard any voices." 

"| don't think they are sitting down talking astrophysics" Chris giggled 

Nate giggled too and slapped Chris on the ass with his whip. 

"What did you do that for?" Chris hissed. 

"For being a smart ass." 

"Stop it Mendel." Chris sniggered. "Although | did kind of like it" 

"You're drunk Scissors." Nate giggled. 

"So are you Indy" 

Chris stumbled and fell against Nate. Nate grabbed hold of the guitarist and held him upright. 
"You ok?" 

Chris nodded. He smiled at Nate. "Have you ever, you know, been with a guy?" 

"No." Nate said. "Have you?" 


"No, but | have sometimes wondered, wondered what it would feel like to kiss a guy." Chris pressed closer to 


Nate. "Haven't you ever wondered that? I've always wanted fo try kissing a guy: 
Nate swallowed hard. "I have sometimes wondered what it would be like to kiss you" 
Chris looped his arms around Nate's neck. "I want fo kiss you" 

Nate hesitated then lowered his lips to meet the guitarists. 


Dave pushed Taylor in to a sitting position on the couch and knelt on the floor in front of him. Taylor's eyes 

were wide with desire, Dave smiled as he licked Taylor's cock from base to tip circling his tongue around the 
head. Taylor moaned and his hands gripped the fabric of the couch. Dave placed his mouth over Taylor's rigid 
member and slowly took him all the way down his in to his throat. 


Taylor gasped. "Jesus D" 

Dave placed a hand around the base of Taylor's cock and worked it along with the movement of his mouth. 
Taylor leaned back in the couch, his moans getting deeper. Dave could taste salty pre-come on his lips and he 
knew Taylor was close. He worked his own cock along with Taylor's feeling his own orgasm closing in on him. 
Taylor squeezed Dave's shoulder, tried to pull him up but Dave pushed the drummer back on the couch. 


"I can't hold on" Taylor moaned. "I'm going to come. Fuck, D, Jesus, Dave." 


Taylor pushed into Dave's mouth loud groans spilling from the drummer's lips as he came. Dave felt the hot 


come spurt out on his tongue, he swallowed and licked around the head cleaning off every last drop. 


Taylor pulled Dave up and kissed him. "Fuck D, that was amazing." He placed a hand around Dave's still hard 
cock and began to stroke him. 


Dave felt his own release building as Taylor pumped his cock harder and faster. 
"Babe...oh god... Tay." 


Dave groaned and released into Taylor's hand, his whole body trembling from the force of his orgasm. 


Chapter 1 


Nate felt Chris's tongue tentatively push at his lips, he parted them to allow the guitarists tongue in to his 
mouth. Nate pressed his lips harder against Chris's, he wrapped his arms around Chris and pulled him closer. 
Chris's hand raked through Nate's hair as he explored Nate's mouth with his tongue. Nate could feel his 
erection pressing against the one in Chris's pants and it made his knees tremble. He moved his hips in a 
circular motion rubbing against Chris, the guitarist moaned against him and pressed himself harder against 
Nate. 

"Fuck." Chris mumbled. "That's not the whip this time is it?" 

Nate giggled and wiggled against Chris. "No. And that's not your scissor blade either" 

Chris raised his head and smiled at Nate. "So what do you think?" 

Nate laughed. "I like kissing you." 

Chris grinned. "You're a good kisser Nate, that was hot." 

Nate grinned back. "This is just because we're drunk right?" 

Chris laughed. "Yes, only because we're drunk, and we wanted to experiment.” 

Nate sniggered. "I'm still drunk, how about you?" 


Chris smiled "I'm absolutely wasted." 


He pulled Nate to him and their lips met again. 


Pat and Rami crept back out of the maze trying not to make a sound. They got to the stairs and fumbled 
their way back up to the main floor. 


"What the actual fuck?" Pat stifled a laugh. "| was not expecting to see that." 


Rami leaned against the wall a huge smile on his face. "I though we would go down there and scare them up a 


bit" He giggled. "I think they scared me." 


Pat looked over at the pirate. "We can't ever let them know we saw that." 


Rami nodded. "I know, what happens at Halloween stays in Halloween 
"Good, | need a drink after seeing that." 


"Hey Pat? You know we're the only two that haven't hooked up tonight. | mean you're in a dress, | have a big 


Pat swatted him with his pigtails. "No, there is absolutely no need for that! 

Rami laughed. "Thank fuck for that. Drinks all round then" 

The party was winding down Pat and Rami were in the lounge with their drinks when Dave and Taylor appeared 
"Hey strangers where have you been?" Pat smiled 

"Um, just about" Dave mumbled 

"About where? We looked for you, couldn't find you" Rami said with a grin 


"Here and there, where did we go T?" Dave looked at the blond for help. 


The two men joined the group. 
"Where have you been?" Taylor asked "Not seen you all night" 
"Um just about" Nate said. 

‘Here and there” Chris answered 


"Sit down guys, we got you drinks" Rami pushed drinks across the table. The men all sat down glancing at each 


other. 


Pat smiled "I don't know what any of you were up to but all of you have make-up smeared all over your 


faces." 
All four men raised their hands to their faces and rubbed at them, they all wore guilty expressions. 


"Cheer up boys, its a party." Pat raised his glass. "To the best Halloween party ever." 


They raised their glasses. 
Taylor and Dave smiled at each other. 
Nate and Chris smiled at each other. 


Pat and Rami winked at each other. 


"To the best Halloween party ever." 


